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Forests and Fae (That Fateful Day) 


by BlueberryTheLover 


Summary 


Virgil decides, after years of neglect and harassment in his small town, to run away. 
Unfortunately for him, he seems to have the worst luck with directions and manages to run 
right unto the hearth of a fae garden. 


~n~w 


heavily inspired by TheAsexualOfSpades' fae au; please go check it out it's absolutely 
amazing. It's titled '(Un)Wanted' and has an extremely similar structure to this one. i 
hesitate to call this fic a remix but hey, i tried. 


Notes 


TW: neglect, mention of implied non-consensual kissing, blood, non-consensual touching 
(non-sexual), 

cw: cursing, panic, Janus (sympathetic), Remus (sympathetic, Patton (sympathetic), nose 
bleeds, injury, dehumanization of a nonhuman (it/it's) 


i made up a couple of my own rules for fae gardens and bent the fae rules just a lil for this 
because they're hard to work around and there's basically no reliable information about how 
fae gardens and fae dimensions work. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


The world is such a strange place.; strange and violent- at least from Virgil’s experience. He wasn’t 
mad about it honestly. At least He couldn’t say he was surprised. After all, being born in a small 
town filled to the brim of skeptics, you learn pretty quickly that the world isn’t fair. He wished he 
could actually enjoy the world like all the people in his books, but unfortunately the universe 
always seemed to have other plans. 


Virgil was always under fire from something for something. His hair was always too long, his face 
always dusty, and his clothes were always dirty, his eyes were weird . He found that he couldn’t 
really complain- most of the town didn’t really have much going for them so they needed 
something to pick on. It’s also not every day you meet someone with purple eyes. 


Magic of course wasn’t unheard of either. Gods know that mortals tend to blame everything that 
inconveniences or scares them on magic. It was raining when you had to walk to work? Magic. The 
room was a little darker than you remember it being last? Magic. Someone’s eyes are purple? 
Magic. 


Virgil couldn’t say he was surprised once he realized that the town was very very against magic 
use- despite it being awfully convenient from what he’d read in spare newspapers that would be 
left by teens visiting from the next town over. 


Man Miraculously Healed By Local Sorcerer Physician, read a headline. Wizard Scholars Put Out 
Fire At Museum, another had said. 


Sometimes though he understood. Headlines of warlocks starting fires and enchanters cursing 
whole bloodlines and getting arrested made him understand. 


What he didn’t understand was why he was feared. He didn't practice magic. He wasn't born with 
magic. His eyes were just purple because they were like that. He couldn't change that. 


Okay maybe he felt like he was over exaggerating their distaste for him, at least at first, but the nail 
in the coffin for the town was when one of the boys happened to think he was hot, and happened to 
kiss him in the middle of the street, and happened to use the excuse that he was enchanted by 
Virgil as to not get kicked out. Word spreads quickly in small spaces, the incident quickly making 
Virgil the talk of the town. 


Cursed they had called him. Disgusting, Corrupting, Evil. Virgil had to go . Half the town was out 
for his head and he was not about to become a statistic. 


Not a week after the incident Virgil had decided. Not even bothering to pack, Virgil ran for it and 
never looked back. 


Branches and thorn bushes scratched at his legs as he ran through the forest, his heart pounding in 
his ears. His feet hurt from the pebbles and stickers poking roughly at his soles, but he couldn’t 
slow down and risk getting caught. He really didn’t want to learn what the town did to runaways. 


A twig snapped loudly under his feet making him stumble forward. Despite hoping he wouldn’t 
trip, he ended up falling face first into a pile of twigs and pebbles. Virgil groaned and pushed 
himself up, wiping the blood that was now dripping from his nose. 


Panting heavily, he turned and looked back between the trees. No one. Good. Virgil let out a shaky 
breath and leaned over on his knees, waiting for his nose to stop bleeding. The ground was hard 
and rocky, leaving small dents in his knees and his hands. 


A small crack to his left caught his attention, his eyes snapping to a tall figure halfway hidden 
behind a tree. Oh fuck. Cringing slightly at the taste of copper, Virgil pushed himself up and onto 
his feet. He glanced around, wanting to kick himself when he noticed the small border of 
mushrooms and flowers behind him. 


“Well, well, well,” The figure sneered, sounding closer than it appeared, “What business does a 
mortal have doing in my forest?” Virgil was frozen in place, his knees locking. The figure finally 
stepped into the light. 


Long, straight black hair flowed down to the person's waist and seemed to glimmer from the 
sunlight. It wore a long golden cloak over a warlock cloak. What really caught Virgil's eye was the 
person's face which was plated with shimmering scales on one side, it's eyes glimmering golden 
with it's pupils sharpened. 


Wait. The eyes . Oh. Oh fuck this was a fucking fae. 
As if that wasn't already obvious from the whole... thing the fae has going on. 


Virgil gulped as his hands began to shake. He decidedly ignored the overshadowing fact that he 
also seemed to think the fae was very attractive. But of course he did- fae and their fucking rules 
and fancy flair making Virgil swoon for no reason. 


“Are you lost, little one?” The fae strode closer, it’s cloak drifting gently above the grass, avoiding 
getting snagged on scattered twigs. It felt like thorny invisible vines had tied their way around 
Virgil’s ankles. 


He had run right into a hunters trap. 


His eyes shot around, looking for the fastest way out. He paused, breath hitching while looking at a 
nearby tree. Moss had grown only around the bottom of the tree, wrapped firmly all the way 
around like a ring. No sense of direction. He was in a fae garden- very deep in a fae garden may he 
add. Just wonderful. This was by far the worst situation he had ever gotten himself into. 


Blood dripped down his lip and onto his shirt, the taste invading his mouth and probably dying his 
teeth red. The fae frowned slightly at the blood, raising an eyebrow and glancing down at the 
stones below Virgil. 


“You fell.” Yeah, that's fucking obvious. The faery smirked, sending a sharp shiver down Virgil's 
spine. 


“You’re remarkably snarky for the predicament you're in darling.” Virgil blushed, though he 
couldn't tell if it was from the embarrassment from his lack of filter or the pet name. 


“You look awfully red, do you like when I call you darling?” It moved closer, “Would you like me 
to clean your face for you, darling?” Virgil could've sworn the word was enchanted. He found 
himself leaning toward the fae, the realization of his own movement causing him to flinch back, 
stumbling slightly. The fae pursed it’s lips, furrowing it’s brow before gliding forward and gently 
taking Virgil’s head in his hands. 


“Oh little one,” the fae wiped away the blood from Virgil’s face, “you must relax.” Virgil stood 
frozen in front of the fae. He wanted to run, he wanted to kick and fight and scream and just get 
away . Fear- and maybe something else in the raging dumpster fire of emotions he was feeling- 
shot through every nerve in his body. Blush rushed up his neck, coloring him pink from his 
shoulders to the tips of his ears. A cough from a few feet away caught the two’s attention, making 
the fae's head snap to the side. 


“What’ve you got here J?” A voice perked up, a series of steps quickly following as Virgil stood 
helpless still in the fae's grasp. The fae- apparently named J- sighed and rolled his eyes before 
reluctantly passing Virgil to the other. 


“T was having my fun Pat, why did you have to come?” 


“T felt something in the bond; do you expect me to just ignore when you find something 
interesting?” The new fae joked, walking in front of Virgil and gently holding his chin. 


God, the fae was so warm. It felt like a hot evening cider had seeped it’s way into Virgil’s bones, 
warming him oh so gently and leaving the intoxicatingly sweet taste of comfort on his tongue. He 
was so tempted to just melt into the touch and let it consume him. He honestly had every reason to; 
nothing was stopping him from just accepting his fate in this moment. Well, nothing except the 
boiling anxiety that was making his stomach tumble in somersaults every second he stood still. 


“Oh aren’t you just the sweetest thing, I ought to be offended that J didn’t tell us about you sooner. 
Us? Virgil pushed away the thought in favor of trying to assess the situation- again. 


The fae holding him, Pat, had coily blonde hair, it’s- their, Virgil couldn’t pretend these fae 
weren’t as serious as they were anymore- skin a warm shade of brown with a seemingly constant 
red-ish blush across their cheeks. Virgil would say it was makeup if it weren’t so hard to get it 
around these parts- then again these were fae. It’s eyes shone with a beautiful light blue and just a 
shimmer of gold around the iris. Several freckles dotted across Pat’s face, giving them a more 
gentle appearance, only adding onto the comfort that they seemed to radiate from them. They wore 
more casual clothing than J did, simply a sweater with various plant life sewn onto it and a pair of 
slacks. 


Everything about them seemed to draw Virgil in, making him lean slightly toward Pat with a dazed 
expression before his brain seemed to snap back into place and start working again. Pat frowned 
slightly at the sight of Virgil’s swollen nose and used their other hand to oh so gently swipe a 
finger from Virgil’s forehead to the tip of his nose repeatedly, making him feel like he was 
floating. 


“What happened to you, dear? Are you alright?” Pat asked in a loving, parental tone. 


“He fell, look down, you numb-nut.” A new voice said, gravel very quickly cracking under what 
was probably very heavy boots. 


A pair of bright emerald and- you guessed it- golden eyes bore into Virgil’s as a fae with an 
extravagant dark cloak and black princely suit with fine sparkling green trims stood beside him. 
Their hair was a brown, raggedy mess, their face surprisingly dirty despite their formal appearance. 
What managed to really throw Virgil off was the large handlebar mustache that seemed to be 
plastered onto the fae’s face. He... Supposed it didn't make the Jess attractive- wait fuck no stop 
dude what the fuck. 


“Duke, please step away from the mortal, they're already overwhelmed,” J said, making Virgil 
realize that he, in fact, was breathing pretty fast . Pat hushed him and put their hands on his cheeks 
and ghosted their thumbs over his cheekbones. J rolled their eyes from a few feet away. 


“T can never have my fun without you two interrupting,” J huffed, a humorous smirk crossing their 
lips. 


“Oh, don't go acting like the Duke now, you've had your fun and it's our turn.” Pat said, earning a 
quiet ‘hey!’ from the Duke. Virgil glanced to the side and back to where the Duke was only to find 
him no longer there. Confusion and panic invaded his system only for a pair of arms to tightly 
wrap themselves around his waist. 


“He’s so small!” Duke shrieked, making Virgil flinch. 


“Quiet down Duke, you’ re going to scare him.” Pat’s expression softened as they tapped the tips of 
their fingers against Virgil’s cheek. 


“Oh, I hate to say, but he’s already...” J looked him up and down, “terrified.” Gods, Virgil hated 
that they were right. Pat looked between J and Virgil for a few seconds before slowly letting go of 
his face. Virgil might have appreciated it more if the Duke wasn’t holding him hostage. 


The blood under his skin felt like it was boiling- but somehow in a good way. The touch both made 
him want to scream and want to curl in closer. The feeling of the Duke’s fingertips tapping along 
his stomach as they spoke to the other two that were there made him feel like he was on fire. He 
couldn't put the fire out, he was going up in flames and burning down. 


“Duke, let go of him, he needs a break,” Pat said, looking worriedly at Virgil. The Duke looked 
hurt for a moment before looking at Virgil's face and slowly uncurling their arms from around him 
with a small huff, causing Virgil to stumble forward a little. He felt like he could breathe again, his 
body finally stopped feeling like a fire pit. His skin still crackled with adrenaline, Virgil holding 
himself back from scratching at it. 


“T do believe it's my turn.” Another new voice added. Gods, how many are there? 
“Prince, didn’t I just say that he was overwhelmed?” 


“Oh hush, as if he wasn’t just holding him,” The Prince tilted their head to the Duke. Pat pursed 
their lips and gave them a look. The Prince rolled their red-tinted eyes and huffed dramatically, 
playing with his cloak. Virgil realized the Prince looked just like the Duke but inverted- maybe 
they were twins or something, he didn’t really have the mental energy to deal with the semantics of 
that though. 


“Gods, you’re just fun police today aren’t you?” 


Virgil felt like a spectator, standing still and watching the two argue playfully. Argue over him . 
This was weird . Everything here was weird, it was bright, it was loud. He could feel the forest’s 
energy thrumming under his skin. His heart beat rapidly, his breath speeding up. 


“Hey, little one, take a breath for me, yes?” A new fae that seemingly suddenly appeared in front 
of Virgil said, reaching for his hand before hesitating and retracting their touch. Virgil took in a 
shaky breath and let it out in a rush, hearing a small coo from a few feet away that was followed by 
fierce whispering from what he thought might be one of the twins. He repeated the process a few 
more times until his breathing seemed to regulate. 


“Good, good , can I touch you little one?” The fae reached their hand out again. This time Virgil 
reached out himself and took it, earning a small nod from the fae. 


“Tm L, you’re safe little one, we have you,” L looked back at the others, “I apologize for the 
others being so... insistent. They don’t do boundaries well.” 


“He started it!” The twins called out as one, pointing to J who rolled his eyes. 
“Do as I say, not as I do.” He said as if he’d repeated it a million times- and maybe he has. 


Virgil redirected his attention to the fae in front of him. L and J looked similar, L shockingly 
looking more formal. They had a flowing tailcoat of black with dark blue accents, a very well 
tailored black suit. They were sun tanned but seemed to share the same pale complexion as Virgil- 
if you ignored the literal star shaped moles that were sparingly scattered around their body. Virgil 
would be concerned if the fae weren’t, ya’ know, immortal . 


“Dear, why is the mortal injured?” L asked J who just rolled his eyes and pointed down. L spared a 
glance and nodded before swiping his thumb against Virgil’s hand. 


Virgil gulped and glanced around, counting the fae. Oh yeah, he was royally fucked. He was pretty 
sure he was going to die. It was fine, everything was fine. This was fine . He had to admit that he 
couldn’t really be mad. Hey, if his last sight was a beautiful fae, he was not going to complain. 


“T can feel you lying to yourself,” J said, stepping forward, “What is going on in that pretty head of 
yours?” L took a step to the side to let J cup Virgil’s chin, making him shudder. Virgil turned his 
head slightly and let out a cough, his palm feeling sweaty in L’s hand. 


“T, uh, fuck ,” He sputtered out. The fae let out a chorus of laughter. His blush deepened as he 
reached a hand up to cover his face. 


“Oh beauty, that was precious.” 
“Watch your language sweetheart.” 
“That was adorable, I could just die.” 
“You can’t die Duke-” 

“Figure of speech L.” 


“Darling,” Virgil peeked through his fingers, “why are you so tense?” J gently moved his hand, 
smirking slightly when they saw how deep his blush was. 


“T-” Virgil’s words got caught on his tongue. He panicked and glanced around, his eyes jumping 
from fae to fae. “I uh, express extreme regret for entering your territory without thinking.” L 
chimed with light laughter, giving a small smile that made something well up in Virgil’s chest. 


“Oh you are very smart, well done little one.” They praised, squeezing his hand before letting go 
and walking to talk quietly to Pat. 


Gods this was so fucking weird. Of all places Virgil could have stumbled into- a coven, a ritual, a 
prayer circle, maybe just some kids messing around- this was probably one of the worst scenarios. 
He supposed it could be worse; at least these fae seemed keen to not terrify him or want to eat him 
alive... at least so far. He wondered what he’d owe the fae after this. 


Stumbling into their forest like a bumbling idiot, snark one of them- clearly the more powerful one 
as well-, comfort that in all honesty he knew he didn’t deserve. Oh yeah, Virgil was a dead man for 
sure. He’d have to give them his soul and then some . This was an absolute disaster. 


“You can say that again.” The Duke said with a loud cackle, making Virgil jump and stumble back 
a little bit. J grabbed his arm and stopped him from falling, carefully setting him back on his feet. 


“What part of this is a disaster kiddo?” Pat asked, casually taking L’s hand and sending him a 
quick nod. Virgil glanced around and took a shaky breath. 


“What do I owe you?” He started, looking down at the floor and stepping away from J’s touch. 
“I... [don’t have much, I don’t know what I owe you or what you count as a favor but,” he sighed, 
“T’m bound to owe you something, yeah?” 


The forest was suddenly quiet, still thrumming with faint energy. The five fae looked around at 
each other, having a silent conversation. The twins looked at each other, then at Virgil, and back at 
each other, and nodded in unison. Pat nodded, then L, then J. 


Virgil blinked at the five, confusion clear on his face as he tried to figure out what the hell they 
were agreeing on- if anything. Were they figuring out what to charge him? Whether or not to kill 
him? At this point, Virgil thought that might be a better option. He didn’t have anything to give 
really, so why would they keep him alive after he had taken so much. He was in debt and couldn’t 
pay it back. 


“If you’re going to kill me, please just make it quick.” Eyes snapped to look at Virgil, making him 
squirm under the attention. Pat’s expression softened, J and him locking eyes before J stepped to 
the side and let Pat walk up. 


“Actually kiddo, we were thinking of just... keeping you,” Pat said, “If you would like to stay of 
course. We don’t really like the idea of taking anything from you. Plus you don’t really look... 
prepared .” 


What. What? WHAT? Why would they- what are they- what? Words and questions spun through 
Virgil’s head, leaving him dizzy and disoriented- well, he was already disoriented by the forest but 
that was hardly the point. 


“But- why? I haven’t done anything , why would you-” He paused, licking his lips nervously, 
“Why would you want me? Is this some sort of joke? ’'m- ’ll guess I'd be a servant or something 
but- why not just kill me? Aren’t souls like- super valuable?” 


The fae looked... horrified? Virgil really couldn’t tell anymore. He was tired, okay? Pat took a few 
more steps closer and took Virgil’s head in his hands. Virgil’s heart sped up and he just couldn’t 
help but want to melt into the touch. 


“Kiddo I-” he cut himself off, “I understand why you may be... distrustful of us. We aren’t- fae 
don’t really have the best reputation and...” Pat’s words got stuck on his tongue. He looked back 
at and sent a quick pleading stare. L blinked at the two for a moment before sighing under his 
breath. 


“We understand if you do not wish to stay with us. From what we have discussed, we are fully 
willing to let you leave with, ahem, no strings attached .” L looked to the Prince, his face twitching 
up when the Prince nodded. 


What? What? 


What even was Virgil’s luck at this point? These fae were so fucking weird. Virgil blinked blankly 
at the chorus of fae in front of him, still processing what he just heard. The Duke chuckled gently 
and quickly walked up to Virgil, pushing Pat out of the way. He ruffled Virgil’s hair and squished 
his face, smiling when he felt how warm Virgil was to the touch. A shiver went down Virgil’s 
spine at the sight of his slightly sharpened teeth. 


Ts it worth it? 


I have nothing to lose. 


So why are you so scared? 


... | don’t know. 


So? The universe is your guide, right? 


As if the universe has been anything less than harsh. 


Have they given you a reason not to trust them? 


... No. But gods I wish I could. It feels like the universe is throwing every stone at me and I can’t 
escape it. I want to trust them but it’s just so hard to when everything- every odd is pinned against 
me. 


Karma comes back to help in times of need. Why not take a chance? Just this once? 


This is a big chance to take so blindly. 


You said it yourself, you have nothing to lose. 


“I... sure?” Words tumbled out of Virgil’s mouth, regret crossing his face for a moment. He closed 
his eyes and took a deep breath. The Duke let go of Virgil’s face and walked a few steps away. 
Here goes nothing. 


“T can’t promise I’ll be anything... special for you but,” he opened his eyes and looked up, “Tl try 
to repay you.” 


“Oh little one,” J, suddenly in front of him, gently dragged the back of his hand against Virgil’s 
cheek and took his chin between his pointer and thumb, “You owe us nothing.” The moment 
seemed frozen in time. Virgil felt something warm well up in his chest, spreading through his 
entire body. 


“What can we call you, little one?” J asked, gently staring at him with his magic-filled eyes. Okay, 
so Virgil was dumb, but he wasn’t that dumb . He also didn’t have a death wish so: 


“You can call me V.” 
The fae smiled at him, looking between each other. A silent phrase was passed in the air. 


This will be an interesting journey. 


End Notes 


I'VE BEEN TRYING TO WRITE THIS FOR LIKE A MONTH GOD FINALLY NOW I 
CAN START WRITING OTHER STUFF 

mental illness is great anyway 1 have a D in photography and don't understand anything in 
any of my classes other than biology so that's fun, you're gonna get a lot of lil one shots for 
this au, i'll take requests for story and plot installments here because honestly i haven't 
planned anything for this. 


come yell at me on tumbIr 
https://www.tumblr.com/blog/raindropsduringthesunset 


comments fuel my self worth :) /j 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


